The T ragidte 

Thou haft cald me all theft bi ter name?. 

Qu.Mar, Why fo I did ,but lookc for no re 4 ly : 

O let me make the period to my curfe. 

Glo.Tis done by me and ends by 'JMargret. 

Thus haue you breathed your curfe againtt your felfe. 

Qm rJMa. Poore painted Queene, vaine flourifliofmy for. 
Why ftrewft thou .ugar one that botled fpider, tunc: 
Whofe deadly web lnlhareth thee about ? 

Foolc foole thou whetftaknife to kill thy felfe, 

The time will come whon thou (halt wifla for me, 

To hclpe thee curie that poiloned bunch backt toade, 

Haft. Falfc boiling woman , end thy frantick curfe. 

Leaf! totbyharme thou moue our patience. 

Qm. M . JFoule /liame vpon you, you baue all mou’d mint. 
Jit. Were you. well feru’d you would be taught your duty, 
Qu.Ma. I o ferur me well,.you Chould doe me duty, 
Tcacb mce to bee your Queenc, and you my fubieds : 
Obferuc me well and tcacb your fclues that dutie. 

Dorf. Difpute not with her fhe is lunatique. 

Qm.Ma Peace matter Marquette, you are malapert. 

Your fire-new ttampe of honour is fcarcc currant : 

O that your young nobility could iudgr. 

What t’were tolcofc it and be mifeiable ? 

They that A and high,, haue many blafls to fliake them. 

And ifthey fall they dafh them to peeccs. 

Glo. Good counfell matry, learne it.Iearne it Marques, 
Dorf. Ittoucheth youf my Lord) as much as roe. 

Clo. Yca.and much more, but I was borne fo high, 

Our aiery buildeth in the C ardais top, 

Ard dallies with the vyinde,and fcornes the funne , 

Qu.Ma. And turues the Sunne to flude, alas, alas, 

Witnes my funne now in the fhadc of death, 

Whofe bright ou;fliming beames, thy cloudy wrath, 

Hath in eternalJ darkenefle foulded vp .• 

Your aiet y buildeth in our aeirks neaft. 

Q God that feeft it, doe not fufler it .• ,1 

As it was won with blood,lott be it fo. 

Buck,. Haue done for fhame , if not for charity. 

Qu. MNx%t neither charity nor fhamc to me, , 
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0/ Richard the third. 

Viichsritably with me haue you dealt, 

^nd (haroefully by you my hopes are butchered, 

M v charity is outrage.lifc my fliame, 

% in my fhame frsall Hue my forrowes rage. 

* B Q^Mar. O princely TBuckjugbam , I will kiflc thy hand, 
Inncne of league and amity with tl.ee : 

Kow fair' befall thee and thy Princely Houle, 

Thy garments arc not fpotted with our blood, 

Nor thou within the compafle of my curfe. 

Buck Nor none hccre tor curfes ncuer pafla 
The lips of them that breath them in the aire. 

Qu.Mar} lc not belecue but they attend the skte, 

A id there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. 

O Bucki*lb* m beware of yonder dog, 

Looke whenhe fauncs he bites,and when he bites, 

His venome tooth will rankle theete death, 

Haue not to doe with him, beware of him •• 

Sinne, death, and hell haue let their markes on him. 

And si! their minifters attend on him. 

Glo. What doth fhe fay my Lord of Buckingham} 

Buck Nothing that I refpeft my gratious Lord. 

Ou Mar. What doett thou fcorne me for my gentle coun- 
sel footh the diu ell that I warnc thee from ? (fell, 

0 but reminber this another day. 

When he fhall fplit thy very heart with forfow. 

And fay poore Margrct was a Prophetefle .* 

Liuecach ofyou,the fubieft ofhis hate, , 

>4ndhetoyou,and allofyouroGods. 1 Exit* 

Haft. My haire doth ft3dd an end to heereher cijnes. 

%ju . And fo doth mine, I wonder fbees at liberty ? 

Git « I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother. 

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that I haue done. 

Haft. I ncuer did her any to my knowledge. 

Glo. But you haue all the vantage of this wrong* 

1 was too hot to doe fome body good, 

That is to cold in thinking one it now: 

Marry as for Clarence^ hee is well repay d, 
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